Many degrees of that. We understood
Her by her sight; her pure and eloquent blood
Spoke in her cheeks, and so distinctly wrought,
That one might almost say her body thought;
She, she thus richly and largely hous'd, is gone,
And chides us3 slow-pac'd snails! who crawl upon
Our prison's prison, earth, nor think us well
^Longer than whflst we bear our brittle shell.
But *t were but little to have changed our room
If, as we were in this our living tomb
Oppressed with ignorance, we still were so.
Poor Soul! in this thy flesh what dost thou know ?
Thou know'st thyself so little, as thou know'st not
How thou didst die, nor how thou wast begot,
Thou neither know'st how thou at first cam'st in,
Nor how thou took'st the poison of man's sin;
Nor dost thou (thou know'st that thou art so)
By what way thou art made immortal know.
Thou art too narrow, Wretch! to comprehend
Even thyself, yea, though thou wouldst but bend
To know thy body. Have not all Souls thought,
For many ages, that our body's wrought
Of air, and fire, and other elements ?
And now they think of new ingredients;